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_| We Leave It To You 


| to make your own selection from this assortment 
of ten Judge Art Prints, thus giving you an 
opportunity to pick out the ones that appeal to 
you the most. 





Heretofore we have been offering these prints in 
groups of five, choosing those which proved to 
be the most popular subjects by their demand. 
‘| This time we are leaving it to you entirely. 











! 

| _ — ; As every one is a reproduction, in full colors, of a Judge 

| front cover, it would be obvious for us to go into detail in 

| explaining that they are all clever, attractive and timely 
| pieces of art work made by the most prominent artists of 
| the present day. You would not want a better wall decora- 
| tion for your home, bungalow, den, clubroom, cabin or camp! 
| And what is more, they are all ready for framing, being 

mounted on heavy double mats, size 11 x 14 inches. 





The regular price of these art prints is twenty-five cents a | b 
| copy. We are offering any five you may select for $1.00,or | 
| the entire assortment of ten for $2.00. Why not surprise | 

the home-coming soldier or sailor by decorating his room 1. 
with some of these appropriate pictures! 








Good-Bye, Old Pai A Baby Bond 


—— 





Just fill in your name and address on the coupon below; put | >. 
a check or a cross next to the names of the pictures you select, ft “| 
pin a bill, money order or stamps to it, and upon receipt of we | A 





same we will send them to you, postage prepaid. 
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A Tribute From France 

Good-Bye, Old Pal 

Telling It to the Marines. 

A Jill for a Jack 

Petticoats and Pants 

A Trench Spade 

Navy Blue 

A Baby Bond 
) A Present from Her Sailor Friend 
[] War Babies 
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Petticoats and Pants A Trench Spade 
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The Luncheon Hour 


By Mary GrauaAmM Bonner 


Decoration by Avpert Henckt 


HE gentleman is here, mademoiselle,”’ said old Marie, as she 
bowed to Genevieve. 
““Has he been waiting long?” asked Genevieve anxiously. 
“Only five minutes.” Marie answered witha shrug. “ But they 
like to be kept waiting,” she added knowingly. “It makes them 


so mad—oh, so mad!—and so devoted And she threw up her arms with an 


expression of ecstasy. 

“I’m late. I couldn’t help it,” Genevieve murmured, and Marie, always 
sympathetic and understanding, nodded. 

“It’s those husbands and home ties,”” Marie was saying to herself. ““They’re 
always interfering and making a beautiful lady sad.”’ 

Genevieve had passed the many tables, and had gone into the back room. 
In the summer time this room was opened to the step and the cats walked on 
the tops of the nearby fences; occasionally they jumped down to a table to the 
amusement of the frequenters of the place, and the fear and surprise of visitors 
there for the first time. 

The tables she passed were filled with men and girls, some in would-be 
bohemian garb; but a majority were dressed smartly and with respect to 
fashion. Only their looks and meaning glances were old—old as the 
hills—old ever since there have been men and girls in the world, back to 
the days of Itden. 

The air was thick with smoke, and there were bottles of red wine on every 
table. But none of these things were new to Genevieve. At last she reached 
a little corner table in the rear. 

“* Bon jour, ma petite! Little one, you look so ravishing today! I see! 
A new bonnet! That’s why you’re late. You have been spending hours 
choosing which bonnet I will love you in the best, is it not so? Eh? Ah, 
naughty one! You must not deny it!” ° 

Genevieve blushed slightly as she threw off her fur and said half to the 
wall and half to the man. “So you like it, do you?” 

“Oh, you sly one!” he answered, “ you know very well I like it. You look 
sO captivating in it. Ah, I love you so!” He pressed her hand to his lips. 
No one minded in Mademoiselle Marie’s. 

“Larry,” she said, “I am truly sorry to have been late. I couldn’t help 
it. I was so busy. Were you very impatient?” 

“Impatient?” Larry repeated, “I’m always impatient for you, my dear. 
But it only made me the keener to see you. The more eager to watch you 
walk through these rooms with your head held high and your fur thrown back. 
Oh, you are so wonderful! I love you so!” 

“You’re absurd today, Larry!” But Genevieve was pleased. How he 
did love her! How blissful it all was! Mademoiselle Marie’s, the dear, 












































quaint people, everything 
about it, but best of all 
the luncheon hour with 
Larry. 

They were joined 
when they were having 
coffee. That was usually 
their time for chatting 
with others. “These 
two,” one of their lunch- 
eon hour acquaintances 
said to a newcomer, 
‘“*have been coming here 
for years—three years 
anyway—and they have 
this one time of the day 
together, the luncheon 
hour. Isn’t it wonderful? 
Sometimes I’ve heard 
them drop little speeches 
and allusions which have 
made me think that now 
and then they steal off to 
meet for a walk or to 
hear a symphony con- Is to be install 


” 
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“Oh,” Genevieve said, with a whimsical smile at 
Larry, “you should not to be so watchful. This is 
our only meeting place. It’s rare, very rare, when 
we see——”” 

And so they talked on for awhile, but soon they 
prepared to leave. Out on the street Larry and 
Genevieve went in opposite directions. 

“How they love each other!” Mademoiselle re- 
marked to some of her customers. “‘And what a pity 
they can’t marry!” 

Of all mademoiselle’s devotees, none came more 
regularly than Genevieve and Larry, except Sunday. 
They rarely came on Sunday. So it had gone on for 


ce 


nearly three years and still they had never tired. Still 
they loved and smiled. And though they laughed with 
everyone, though they loved people, their real smiles 
were only for each other, their strange, intimate smiles 





Co-EDUCATION 
1 at the U. S. Militar Academy at West Pe int? 


that went back and forth 
from Larry’s deep brown 
eyes to Genevieve’s gray 
ones, and then from hers 
to his. 

But lately they had 
seemed quieter, less gay. 
“I feared it,” said made- 
moiselle, after they had 
left one day. “Those 
two love too much. It’s 
not good to love too 
much. Never care, and 
one laughs alway. Now 
someone is doubtless 
causing trouble.” 

And then one day 
Genevieve came alone. 
Her eyes were slightly 
red, and had dark circles. 
She looked pale and 
pinched, and she had not 
how she _ had 





cared 
dressed. 

“Larry’s not coming 
today, and I’m not com- 
ing after today—that is, for a long time—perhaps 
never. One cannot tell!” 

They gathered around her. They felt so sorry for 
her. It seemed as if without Larry she could not 
even smile. 

“You see it’s this way,” she explained. “Larry 
leaves today for a business trip to the Coast. I didn’t 
feel it was right, you see, for him to stay back because of 
me. We're not really dependent on——” 

*“You’ve married him!” they shouted. ‘“ You’ve 
married him! He was free, you were free, what hap- 
pened? A divorce? How could you marry? Oh, how 
wonderful that you have! You two dear people!” 

Then Genevieve smiled a wonderful smile and held 
out her arms as though to embrace the whole of the 
little restaurant. 

“Oh, you dear, 


so-called radicals! You never 
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“Are you sure it’s the same old stile we sat together on and 


poon d? 


Why, it seems so much smaller after all these years!” 
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“Isn’t that guy that Myrtle married a kind of 
“You said it I bet the honeymoon consisted 


a tight-wad?” 
of a wedding banquet at the 


And we were glad you didn’t. 
Yes, we’ve been married over four years. After the 
first year we became petulant and ‘settled.’ Then 
suddenly we realized we had let our dreams of romance 
and love and happiness escape. No one else was at 
fault but ourselves. Then we heard of this place one 
night when we were dining with some business friends 
of Larry’s, and I asked Larry afterwards why he never 
took me to lunch any more. 

“*T thought you were too busy,’ he said. But I 
saw that thereafter I was not too busy, and so we’ve 
been lunching together—an old married couple. And 
it’s been romance coming back and back and back. 
I must go now, but good-bye all of you! What a love 
affair I’ve had here—and with my own husband!” 

But Mademoiselle was still exclaiming, “I’ve had 
young lovers and old lovers. I’ve had engaged couples 
and wives fleeing from their husbands for the com- 
panions of their souls 
—but never, never be- 
fore has le bon Dieu 
given me a married 
couple in love with 
each other!” 


thought of it, did you? 





Proof 

Jane Willis—Don’t you 
think the fact of the war 
ending will mean a relax- 
ation in army discipline? 

Marie Gillis—Indeed 
yes. Why, the privates 
in our Girls’ Cadet Corps 
are beginning to gossip 
about our officers already. 


Drawn by A. Macuerent 





A Fisuinc SMACK 






Automat an’ a trip to the movies of Niagara Fal 

The Comfortable Oyster . 

By Tennyson J. Dart 
The oyster has no eyes or ears, although he has a stomach 
Which, when contrasted with his size, is quite a portly hum- 
mock. 

3ut he can’t see unpleasant sights, and, deaf, he hears no clatter, 
So if he gets enough to eat, the balance doesn’t matter. 


He Never Would 
“Hubby, I thought I’d buy you something you’d never 
think of buying for yourself.” 
“You succeeded,” he said as he darkly viewed his nonde- 
script gift. 


Plots 
Writer—To what magazine should I send this anecdote? 
Friend—Send it to a film company. It will make a peach 
of a five reel picture 


a How He Knew 

“The past winter was 
an unusually mild one 
in this region, was it 
not?” inquired the tour- 
ist. 

“Pears like it was,” 
replied Mr. Gap Johnson, 
of Rumpus Ridge, Ark. 
“ ’Tennyrate, my _ wife, 
who ’tends to such mat 
ters, gives me to under 
stand that we 
three-quarters as 


u sed only 
about 
much 
common.” 


stove wood as 
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Ss. 
Her—What is Taps? i 


Him—A bugle call at ten o’clock that mean . , 
eats bug i 2 


hgnts out 
Her—Well, it’s ten o'clock 


Patience Ceases 
| By Georce STERLING 


, H! Circe me no Circes, 
And let fair Helen sleep! 
Pack off in purple hearses 
The naiads of the deep! 
Let Cleopatra slumber! 
Forget her melted pearl! 
Such memories encumber— 
Give me the modern girl! 


Phryne was all-too-thrilling, 
As my statistics go; 
Faustine was more than willing, 
And Thais far from slow. 
Their funerals were splendid, 
Historians decide; 
But why not call them ended, 
For lo! “Here comes the bride!” 


No doubt they found Salome 
A wonder in her day, 

But you will have to show me, 
For she is far away. 

Oh! wherefore this excitement 
For girls we cannot kiss? 
Nay! Better this indictment 

Of dead Semiramis! 





Oh! me for modern beauty! 
Sarcophagi, farewell! 
Now leave I, as a duty, 
Persephone in Hell. 
Believe me not too urgent: 
I cry but as I must, 
Imploring a detergent 
For all this Greece and dust. 











Getting Off Easy 
om JHEN I came home I discovered the dog on 
the dining-room table.”’ 
“Awful! Had he eaten any of the food?” 
“Fortunately only about a hundred dollars’ 
worth.” 


A Social Soul-Screen 
“She is a perfect hostess, isn’t she?” 
“Certainly is. Why, at her dinner parties you 
never know that she isn’t enjoying herself.” 


The Big Risk 
“We had no room in the house, and had to put 
the Bishop up in the wine cellar.” 
“Heavens! Don’t you care anything about 


your wine cellar?” 


Coming Shadows and Everything 
“T have called to ask you, sir, if you have an 
objection to securing a divorce from your wife, so 
| that I can marry her.” 
“Not at all; but remember that you do it at 
your own risk.” 


Modern Insurance 
Willis—My house was burglarized last night. 
Gillis—But you have an insurance policy. The insurance 
people will get the burglar. 
Willis—I’m afraid not. I understand that the burglar 
carries a policy in the same company, protecting him against 
arrest. 





Drawn by E. W. Kenmare 
CLoseE ForMATION 
“Ah’m glad, Mistah Close, dat yo’ ’scaped goin’ to de wah. Yo’ 
wouldn’ hab de joy ob co’tin’ now.” 
“Puh-haps, Miss Snow—puh-haps. But I’s doin’ mah duty 
now— carryin’ on,’ as the sojahs say.” 
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Uncle Jass Says: 
By Exuis Parker Buter 
I’ fish was as wise as men they’d be easier to catch. 
Great oaks from little acorns grow, but they 
don’t make such good squirrel food. 
You can find anything printed in books except what 
your wife is thinkin’ just afore she goes to sleep. 
People don’t object to laws near as much as they do 
to havin’ to obey them. 
When a feller starts out to smash idols he most gen- 
erally takes along a couple of his own done up in cotton. 
There ain’t anything quite so unpleasant as Philadel- 
phia scrapple except bein’ so hungry you want to eat it. 
The last dollar in a ten-dollar bill is a heap bigger 
than the first one. 
Outside of High Schools some teachers has almost 
human intelligence. 
The best way is to agree with your wife because if 
you agree hard, enough she'll think she’s mistaken. 





> 


“Great Scott! I had forgotten I was to stay in town tonight on important business!” a 
“I’m so sorry, dear. This must have been business, or you wouldn’t have forgotten it. 


Egg View News-Notes 
By Lesure Van Every 


LATO PROUTY has decided to start a collection of 
Pp one-dollar bills. Just at this time, he is anxious 

to fill in the numbers between B20661695A and 
X45630903 D. 

Corny Paine, who got hold of one of them there 
Fourth I ibertv Bonds last week, has clipped the cou- 
pons off, so they’ll be all ready to cash the same da) 
they come due. 

A very tall stranger sat next to Muley Cannon 
during the weekly picture play Saturday night, a1 da 
high board-fence appeared on the screen so often during 
the third reel that Muley finally asked the stranger 
if he could see over it. 

Bill Waite, our grocer, who got in a box of low-grade 
prunes yesterday, offers them for sale at an extra high 
price, hoping that maybe Plato Prouty, his clerk, will grow 
fond of them and eat less of something more valuable. 

















Her Specialty 
By Tom P. Morcan 


+ HE most detrimental 
woman in the com- 
munity where she 

lives is Almira, the wife of my 

nephew, Merton Slump,” said 
old Timrod Tarpy. “She has 
blighted more hopes, nipped 
in the bud more fond dreams, 
injured more reputations, and 
hurt the feelings of more inno- 
cent people, than any other 
person in town. And yet, she 
never says a harmful thing of 


any one. She simply sits and sighs. 

“If an approaching marriage is mentioned in her 
presence she sighs sadly and hopes it will turn out all 
right, but— When the minister’s dainty wife is spoken 
of Almira sighs as if there was a great deal that she might 
say if she were not too saintly 
she seeks a prominent place and exhales a long, linger- 
ing sigh, as dismal as the sough of the wind through 


the Cedars of Lebanon, until 
the impression gets about that 
the late lamented wallowed 
in some horrid secret iniquity 
which renders it v-e-r-y doubt- 
ful if the rest of us good folks 
will ever see him again. 

“She sits by the bedside 
of the sick and hopes they will 
speedily recover, and then 
sighs as deeply as if she has 
private information that there 
is, alas, no hope. When an 
acquaintance starts on a jour- 
ney or a relative undertakes 
a business enterprise, a fond 
mother parades her first baby, 
or a girl shows off her new 
gown, Almira sighs, and they 
all grow apprehensive or de- 
spondent, or hopeless or disap- 
pointed, and I am not sur- 
prised myself that Mert., her 
husband, tjpples on the sly 
every ee hs can get hold of 
anything to make him forget.” 


In Opera 
By H. S. Hasxtins 
HE heroine upon the stage, 
She slowly dies by inches, 
But just to show how weak she is, 
From high C never flinches, 
And even in the final throes 
Gets first down in the clinches 


Paradox 
“A penny for your thoughts.”’ 
“T was just thinking how incon- 
gruous it will be to celebrate Inde- 
pendence Day three days after 
July 1.” 
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“Yes, my dear husband allows me to have anything I want.” 


“Well, mine doesn’t, but I take it anyway. 


Blue Monday Epigrams 
By Benyamin De Casseres 


ATTLE-CRY of the Wets: 
“Don’t give up the nip!” 

Will the Peace Conference hit 
the German nail on its brass head 
or smash its own bloodless fingers? 

A club is a place where men 
meet to exchange the same ideas 

Prohibition? Bah! It’s all 
moonshine! 

Epitaph for John Barleycorn: 
“Hic! Jazz it!” 

Whatever is perfect is in a 
museum. 


Forcing the Issue 
Visitor—What is this row between your Chief of Police and 
the Chamber of Commerce? 
Native—Well, there’s been bad blood between them for 


to tell it. Ata funeral some time, and last week the Chief appoints a traffic cop and 


him to watch. 











Drawn by Ray Roun 
She (after quarrel)—Here is your ring, take it! and 
please return the lock of hair I gave you 
Clerk (absently)—I don’t know that I haveit. But 
I can send you something just as good. 





now people feel it’s up to the C. of C. to dig up some traffic for 


Not Probable 

“Well,—shucks!—” ejaculated 
Mrs. Johnson, looking up from 
her reading. “It says yur that 
the nights in the Arctic region are 
six months long.” 

“Aw, I don’t believe it!” re- 
turned Gap Johnson, of Rumpus 
Ridge, Ark. “No sort of a baby 
could yell for six months steady, 
no matter how willing he was.”’ 


Propinquity 
By Freperick Moxon 
H" stood by her, 
She stood by him, 
His arm was long, 
Her waist was slim; 
You guess, of course, 
What happened then? 
(Girls will be girls, 
Men will be men.) 
Since love is sweet, 
And life is young, 
What wonder they 
Together clung. 


(And yet we hate 
The tale to mar,— 
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Force of Habit 
Some mistakes the discharged soldier 
is likely to make when he returns home 

By Currorp B. Hotianper 
UNNING around like a nut 
looking for his proper place to 
fallin and hollering “Squad 15! 
Squad 15!” upon hearing the traffic 
cop blow his whistle. 

Entering each house on the block 
at night and yelling: “ Nine o’clock! 
Put them d lights out!” 

Unconsciously turning to his 
hostess, upon having some unrecog- 
nizable dish placed before him, and 
asking: “What the h -is this *?!-* 
stuff I’m eatin’?”’ 

Snapping to attention when a 
mule brays. 

Ducking into a manhole when 
an automobile backfires. 

Inquiring of the dignified old 
gentleman at his right: “Gotta 
smoke on yer, buddy?” 

Writing on borrowed stationery. 

Marking time when held up at 
crossings. 
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“And all the while I’ve been 


‘ How It Stood 
Willis—Are you going to marry Miss Tootsie? 
Gillis—I really can’t say. She is my objective and her 


mother is my objection. 











, Drawn by A, Macuerert 

She-—And did you bring me back any souvenir? 
He—Yes, here’s a German bullet that the doctor took out of my leg. 
She—Oh! I wish it had been a German helmet. 








“My soul is all aflame with love!”’ 
imagining it was that awful cigar. 
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Deceptive Sounds 


“Judging by the sound of their voices,”’ said the stranger, 
“T imagine you have a large family of children?” 

“That’s like the story of the bullfrog, 
son, of Rumpus Ridge 


” returned Gap John- 
“Estimating by the bellering, 
the feller figgered that 
there must be about a 
thousand frogs, and when 
he looked he found just 
two. You’d think, to 
hear ‘em yelling and cuss- 
ing, I had forty children; 
but, shucks, there hain’t 
but fourteen of ’em.” 


Ark. 


Breaking the Routine 
Director—I’d like to 
have you work up a new 
plot for our next picture. 
Scenario Editor—What’s 
the matter with the one 
we've been using? 


Remorse 
“My mother told me 
never to marry you.”’ 
“She did?” 
“rea. 
“Oh, 
wronged 


how I 
that 


have 
woman!”’ 


Up to Date 

“Why does your hus- 
band pat his few hairs 
so proudly?”’ 

“Oh, he read in one of 
my magazines the other 
day that fringe was fash- 
ionable.”’ 
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Drama in which “Chawlie” greets a marine mascot from overseas.) 
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“He Hap Tuat Setrisu Interest THat Ossesses A Lover Atone With a Mirror.” 


Harry’s Correspondence 
By J. A. Watpron 


Illustration by LAWRENCE 


ARRY had spruced up. 

to see Louise. He had just returned from 

France without injury, and although his 

khaki showed wear, he looked very fit. His 

face glowed with health, but he had a wor- 

ried aspect. Louise hadn’t answered his latest letter. 
He had written it long enough before sailing for response 
even in the circumstances of demoralized mails. 
“Yes,” the maid said, “‘ Miss Woolsie is in.” 


He was on his way 


And 


FELLOWS 


she took Harry’s name and ushered him to the recep- 
tion room. As he sat there waiting his worry was ap- 
parent. But presently he had that selfish interest that 
obsesses a lover alone with a mirror. Harry wanted to 
see if the little hair a soldier wears was slick. And al- 
though he had already verified the fact by several 
glances downward, he was anxious for a perspective 
on his shoes. The polisher really had given him a 
good shine. And the new gloves he wore he was satis- 
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hree, an’ if I walk maybe I’ll be too late.” 


Drawn by J. R. Suaver 

“Want a lift, sonny?” 

“No thanks, I’ve got a music lesson at tl 
fied were an improvement on the hands he had brought 
back, for his hands surely had been treated rough Over 
There. 

After a fair interval Louise appeared. 
she also had been intimate with a mirror. She looked 
stunning—her color seemed nature’s own— in the long, 
slender-lined mode of the day. It was so different from 
the monotonously-severe dress of the women Harry 
had seen in France, for he had not had the pleasure of 
a visit to Paris. 

Harry had laughed at barrages and side-stepped 
shells, but confusion held him now. Louise saw it, and 
although she might have misinterpreted it she took a 
reassuring initiative. “He is going to apologize—and 
explain,” she thought. “And really he is a fine fellow.” 
Truth was that Louise was very fond of Harry. 

She advanced and took the hand he managed to 
present. When they had met in this same room, just 


Apparently 


before Harry went over, they had been in each other’s 
arms for a precious moment, for the coast had been 
clear. Probably at that former time they would have 
been in each other’s arms for that moment even if 
the maid or somebody else had stood looking on. 
It was surely different now, for some reason. There 
telepathy that restraint in certain 
circumstances. 

Louise waved Harry to a seat; and as he saw that 
she at once sat beside him his courage i 


is a enforces 


returned. He 
thrust an arm about her and seemed on the point of 
kissing her. 

“Wait! There’s something she started, as she 
rose. But she had a second thought when she saw his 
His arm had become 


blank look and resumed her seat. 
decorous. 
“Then you’re not glad to see me, Louise?’ 


> 








a eee “Oh, yes—in a way.” 
7 “In a way!” 
“T want some informa- 
tion, Harry.” 
“Information? 


What? 
Before I went away, you 
remember what we said to 
3 each other here—right in 
? this room—and what- 

“Oh, yes. gut you 
have had time to say the 
same things to some other 


girl—perhaps to several 
, girls!” 
\\ te “Louise! And I’ve been 
ya waiting a year for this 
moment!” 

“Have you—really?” 
“And there is no other 
girl in your class—lI’ve 
never seen one—I mean as 


far as I am concerned.” 
+ “Why shouldn’t you say 
{4 that—now? I suppose if 


x you were with some other 






- 






5 girl you’d say the same.” 
“Louise!” 

“The latest letter I got 
from you wasn’t just like 
some you had written me, 
Harry.” 
something in it 





“Wasn’t there that pleased 
you?” 

“Not a thing.” 

“W-h-a-t? I said a lot of things I really meant. 


Things inspired by the understanding we seemed to 


have—in this very room—and by something else that 
was and is very dear to me. You must know what I 
mean!” 

“Oh, la-la! There was something like love—or 


almost like love—in the letter, I admit. And—” 

“And you didn’t answer it!” 

“And it began with an epithet of endearment. You 
wrote ‘dear girl.” But—well, there’s something you 
must explain. That’s why I have received you so for- 
mally—just as I should receive any other—any ordi- 
nary—-soldier friend, you know.” 

“T don’t know what you are getting at, Louise.” 

“Oh, you must know what I mean!” 


“But I don’t! The blooming Censor must have 
blotted out the best parts of it.” 
“Oh, no! It wasn’t censored that way. Just his 


mark on the env elope.” 
sut had it been opened?” 

“Yes. Here it is.” She produced a letter from 
some unsuspected place with a movement as deft 
magician’s. ‘“‘You see it was addressed to me 
She held up the envelope. “And it’s in 
Did you write to any one else 


as a 
all right.” 
your handwriting. 
that day?” 
Harry thought a moment. “I don’t remember.” 
“But see! You begin this letter ‘Dear Maude,’ 
and ‘dear Maude’ must have received the letter you 
meant for me!” 
And it was up to Harry to make good for a rein- 


closing: blunder of the Censor’s. 
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Drawn by Orson LoweE.i 
Old Comedian—Well, if you were such a great Hamlet, why not induce some movie manager to film the tragedy with 
you in the rdle? 
Old Tragedian—It would be sacrilege, my friend—sacrilege! It is the lines that count, sir, the text! 
Old Comedian—Perhaps. But the screen would be a protection against the impulses of audiences to throw things! 
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SWEETHEARTS 


HAT is a “movie” without 
What is life without a sweetheart? 
a sweetheart? 


a sweetheart? 
What 
is a novel without What’s 
a doughboy without a sweetheart? 
There’s no answer. Why answer the in- 
Why did we ask such a foolish series of 
questions? Well, because sweethearts have a way of 
making us all divinely foolish; and if we must be foolish 
let us be foolish about that most serious of things 
sweethearts. 

Sweethearts are the sugared bonbon in the paper 
wrappings of daily existence. We speak of sweethearts 
in the feminine gender, although some dictionaries in- 

sist that the male can also be called a sweetheart; but 
what does a dusty-brained dictionary maker, who spends 
his whole life half-soling and know 
about such matters, anyway? 

The sweethearts of men have put over 
some i “stunts” on this old planet 


conceivable? 


heeling words, 


tremendous 
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York Bay of Abydos—every night to see Hero, who 
was a priestess in a sort of down-the-coast Luna Park 
Temple of the time. One night he got a cramp and 
went to the bottom of the bay. When his body was 
washed up on the Jersey side Hero “did the Dutch” 
and followed him. And all the world had been tossing 
kisses to those sweethearts ever since. 

Spring is coming up over the hawthorn bushes, and 
all nature is picking out sweethearts—and wives. 
With the Only One on our arm, in April and May, 
things look different. Your income tax doesn’t matter. 
The busted water pipe can go hang. The dimple in her 
cheek is the hub of your soul. The swish of her dress 
*gainst your shoe will turn you into a poet if you were 
made of solid mahog. 

Is life worth living? Your sweetheart is the answer. 
And if you never had one, hustle around and get 


one 


SIXES AND SEVENS 











bless their tantalizing, coy, tyrannous, topsy- r 
turvy souls! There was Miss Helen, the belle 
of Troy, who so upset some 
of the hearts of the Greek 
doughboys that they 
started a war over her 

It was a long time 
but human nature 
hasn’t changed a _ wee 
winkle and there 
isn’t one of us who would- 
n’t start something with 
anybody else over our 
own special little Helen! 

Then there is the won- 





eyes. 


ago, 








since, 














1 ‘THE United States Senate is prepared to 

defer to President Wilson’s every wish 
—to defer indefinitely, for that 
matter. 
















* + * 


Nebraska women have been 
granted only partial voting rights, 
but before they kick, they'll have 
to show us where Nebraska men 
ever voted impartially, either. 

* . * 





Most of the bunch who used 

to consider themselves pretty 
mee 1 fair rulers, and get away with it, 
couldn’t hold down a job 
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drous tale of Hero and as a measuring tape today. 
Leander. Never heard : 9 

of it? Then you are no ?reen y Mena. De Manis Seattle isn’t the only 
hon'est-to-heart lover. Her Father—What do you think of the league of nations, Mr. town with an incipient 


Diamond? 
Leander swam the Helles- 


pont—which was the New about it, 





Mr. Diamond (a baseball enthusiast 
but I bet America wins the pennant! 


crop of Bolshevism that 
needs to be ole-hansoned. 


I really don’t know much 
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Just Pedaling Talk—Now jumps on 
my train of thought (maybe I only think 
I think, but be that as it may) a mz 
headline, to wit: “ Finding the Soul of the 
Player-piano.”” According to the article 
headlined, ‘tis a hard and long walk—on 


igazine 


j 
} 


the pedals—before the emotional spirit of 
the instrument is discovered, my vir 
tuosi. So the vast majority of us vain 
creatures may as well keep on kidding 


ourselves that we have found the soul of 
the roll eater, although the neighbors will 
tell you that what we mistook for the soul 


is only the lungs.—Buffalo Express. 


Amen !— Son—Dad, I wish you'd give 
me the money to buy that ukulele right 
away Chere’s going to be a war tax on 


musical instruments. 
Dad Don’t 


lele is not a mi 


A uku 


Ginger. 


worry, my boy 


isical instrument 
“What’s the 


His Task matter 


‘I’m somewhat up against it,’ said 
the eminent composer. “I’ve got to 
write a singing part for a good dancer.”’ 
—Pearson’s Weekly. 

Disappointed— Bacon— What did you 


think of the lady’s first song? 


Egbert—I was disappointed 
‘How so?” 
‘She sang ‘I Am Going Far Away, 


and she 


You Now,’ 


faltesman 


to Leave 
Yonkers S 


Far Away 
didn’t go a 
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Who Will Still the Tempest? 

















Located—‘ Where are the songs of 


yesterday asked the temperamental 
person 

“Over at my friend Dubwaite’s house,”’ 
answered Mr. Glipping 

‘Eh?” 

“He hasn’t bought a new phonograph 
record in five years.” —Birmingham Age 
Herald. 


No Chance For Posing—* You seem 
to be very fond of jazz music 
“Ves,” replied Mr. Cumrox; 
don’t have to put on formal attire when 
you who 


“vou 


you listen to it; nobody asks 


wrote it, and you don’t have to pre- 
tend you understand it.”—Washington 
Siar. 


Another Story Without Words 








The Difference—W illie—Paw, what 
is the difference between capital and 
labor? 

Paw—Well, the money you lend repre 


and getting it back repre 
Knoxville Journal 


sents capital 
sents labor, my son 


and Tribune 


Tell It to the Bromides—A Cleve- 
land woman has married the man to 
whom her first husband willed his fortune 
his widow married again. Tell 
this to the old Bromides who declare 
“women have no capacity for business.” 


Buffalo News. 


in case 


Heard Him, All Right—Germany’s 
stiffnecked denseness in sensing the ne- 
cessity for her strict compliance with the 
first armistice terms, and her brazen in- 
dignation at the harder ones imposed as 
a penalty for non-fulfillment of the first, 
make one think of the banker at Weep- 
ing Water, Nebraska, who was asked by 
an impecunious farmer for a loan. The 
banker was one of those people who are 
deaf for commercial The 
farmer was chronically wanting to bor- 
row, and his security was getting shaky. 

“T’d like to five thousand,” 
pleaded the farmer. 

The banker cupped ‘his hand behind 
his lame ear and said: 

“Speak a little louder and cut down 
the amount.’’—Philadelphia Ledger. 


purposes. 


borrow 








And the Rabbit is Still Alive!—Naggen (Stockholm). 
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Bridging the Chasm 








HIGH-BROWS 


No Traveler—“ They do tell as how th’ 
professor chap wot lives atop o’ the hill 
yonder ‘ave just wrote a book about 


Mars wa 

Mars? Wot do ’e know about Mars 
Why, to my knowledge, ’e ain’t bin out 
of this neighborhood for seven years.”’ 


Passing Show (London 


One On the Professor—/nebriat 


One (to local professor with reputation 
for great knowledge Some people think 


they know everything 

After this had been repeated two or 
three times the protessor replied that he 
had known people who thought they 
knew more than they did know, but that 
he had never met anyone who claimed 
to know everything 

Inebriated One—Well, I can tell you 
something you don’t know! My wife is 
your washerwoman, and I’m wearing one 


of your shirts Tit-Bits 


A Slight Jar ‘The professor seems a 
trifle cast down.” 

“Just a little flabbergasted. He uses 
very correct English.” 

‘And a slangy salesgirl had to call a 
floorwalker to interpret for her. Thought 
the professor was some kind of a for 


eigner.’’—Kansas City Journal. 








Deep Absorption—*“ Being the hus- 
band of an intellectual woman, I don’t 
suppose you ever try to n ake any of the 
time-worn excuses for being out late.” 

‘It isn’t necessary,”’ said Mr. Nub- 
witz. “When Mrs. Nubwitz is doing 
research work in the library she never 
knows whether I’m on the premises or 


not.’—Birmingeham Ave-Herald. 


The Waiter’s Strike 
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BAD BREAKS 


Saving Moonlight—The sitting of 
the Supreme Inter-Allied War Council 
lasted from 2.30 till 5.30 p. m. IN THI 
MORNING.—Glasgow (Scot.) News. 


This Horrid Sphere—W ith each year 
SINCE THE DREADFUL WORLD BEGAN, 
the general position of Sugar from the 
consumer’s view point has gone 
from bad to worse.—British National 
Association Review. 


An Odorous Part—In the cast Jim- 
my Russell is prominent as the saucy 
boy, and Cyril Cooke is extremely funny 
as the SMELL.—London Stage. 


The Passing of a Big Man—OwInc 
TO THE DEATH OF THE REV. , a Va 
cancy occurs for SLEEPING ACCOMMODA 
TION FOR SIX BOYS.—Worthing (Eng.) 
Gazelle. 


Ad. Wisdom—For Sale . . . Poultry 
House, 15 ft. by 10 ft., holds 40 owLs.— 
Leamington (Eng.) News. 


Family Bits—She leaves no chil- 
dren, but is survived by a number of 
PIECES, GRANDPIECES and nephews 
Springfield Republican. 


Typographic Apology—Owing to a 
typographical error in the letter writ- 
ten by Mrs. Mary B. Avery yesterday in 
praise of George Copeland, pianist, the 
statement of the writer in reference to 
the interpretation of Chopin’s works was 
made to read ‘“‘sad and dreary,”’ when 
the correct statement should have been 


/ 


“sad and dreamy. luburn (N. } 
Citizen. 


The Wrong Flock—A merchant in 


] 


a nearby town has about decided to 


out of business since he wrote an ad ior 


the local paper in which he expou ded 
upon the vast crowds of customers that 
visited his stor rhe printer made the 
mistake, but as the merchant read his 
own proof he has no ; \nvhow here 
is his statement as I! ppeared to the 
townspeople “Tf ! a < een 
the crows that flocked to our store vestet 
day you would realize t! the picking 
is good on our bargain counters “s How 
on earth can he ever expect to square 


himself with the ladies who visited his 
counters upon that fatal day Wichita 


Eagle ° 

















—“When I was a boy 


An Old Bird 


said the loquacious waiter, “we kept 
chickens, and each one had a name.” 
. And how old are you now shi asked 


the diner, doing strenous work with his 
knife on a bird. 

“ Nearly sixty, sir.” 

“Well, perhaps you recall the name of 
this chicken? Yonkers Statesman. 

Spilt Milk 
spilt milk.”’ 

“My that remark 
when milk wasn’t ten cents a pint.’”’— 
Washington Star. 


“You shouldn’t cry over 


friend, originated 


His Haste—I} aiter—All right, sir, all 
right. You'll get served in time. 

Diner—I dare say I shall; but I’m 
anxious to get through this meal before 
the prices rise again.—London Tit-Bits. 





wife one 


Satisfied—“ Anyhow, 
present she doesn’t want to exchange.” 

“What was it?” 

“A season ticket to a movie show.” — 
Detroit Free Press. 


got 


’ 


Credulity—* Does believe 
everything he reads?” 

“He goes further than that. He be- 
lieves everything he sees in the moving 
pictures.’ —W ashington Star. 


Bliggins 


Sad Case—“ Poor Gadspur!”’ 

“Ts his wife extravagant?” 

“Worse than that.” 

“Dear me!” 

“She thinks her marriage to Mr. Gad- 
spur was an irreparable loss to the 
movies ”—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


Its Superiority—The Chaplin brand 
of comedy may not please everybody, but 
no one will dispute its superiority over the 
old-fashioned kind that used to demand 
green whiskers.—Youngstown Telegram. 


Music and Pictures—“ Is she fond of 
music and pictures?” asked the friend. 

“T should say so,” replied the adoring 
young man. “She doesn’t think any 
movie theater is complete without an 
orchestra.” —Washington Star. 


*Twas Ever Thus 














Yes. 
1 Mail. 


Who i 


speaking? 


Pie—“ What is this cap-a-pie?”’ asked 
the movie comedian. 

“Tt alludes to a knight’s garb in the 
Middle Ages.” 

“So? I thought maybe it was some- 
thing we could use in our biz.” —Kansas 
City Journal. 


In the Movies—“I should like to see 
your ‘wild and woolly west,’ ” remarked 
the English visitor. 

“Then step in here with me.” 

“But this is a cinema show?” 

“Correct. And that’s the only place 
where you can see the ‘wild and 
woolly west’ now.’—Birmingham Age- 


Herald. 
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Siphonated-— 
phrase and conception 
passed that delightful old lady who, with 
a shrewd twinkle in her eye, inquired 


For sheer simplicity of 


few have sur- 


whether “ ‘Soda-water’ should be written 
as two separate words, or if there should 
be a siphon between them?”—A ustralian 
Soda Fountain Journal. 

Hopeless Longings—There are two 
things we never will get over wanting to 
One is somebody hoist with his own 
petard, and the other is somebody taking 
up the cudgels in defense of something or 
somebody else.-—Macon Telegraph. 


see. 


Of Course—Examiner—Well, my 
good boy, can you tell me what vowels 
are? 

First Boy 
I can. 

Examiner 
vowels? 

First Boy (grinning at the simplicity of 
the question)—Vowels, zur! Why, vowls 
be chickens.—Farm and Home. 


Vowels, zur? Ess, of course 


Tell me, then, what are 


Day Dreams—“ Building a castle in 
the air, old man?” 

“Not that, precisely, but something of 
the sort. I was just wishing I had a con- 
tract to pave Easy Street.—Detroit Free 
Press. 


Seats at a Conference 
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“Y en a de toutes les grandeurs.” 
6 ’ 5) . } _—— 
Parce que vous n’avez pas Poeil diplomatique; 
ruil nt tous pareils.” 


i f 
, 


“There are all sizes, I see.’ 


/ } j ] ” 17 oP, 19° 
ous aviez l'oeil diplomatique, vous verriez 


“Tf it looks that way to you, it’s because you haven’t a diplomatic eye; if you had, you 


would observe that they were all exactly equal.”—Le Rire (Paris). 














When Words Fail 











De Bolsjewiek 
deze argumenien in te 
B iSACUIP 
these arguments? 


En wie heeft nog iets teger 
brengen? 


tu Say against 


And what can y 
-Notenkraker (Amsterdam) 
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Confirmed Croker—“ Glipping is al 
ways knocking Hicksville.” 

“Then why doesn’t he move away?” 

“He says he’s spent years finding out 
what’s the matter with Hicksville. If he 
town he’d have to 
Birmingham Age- 


moved to a new 
start all over again.” 


Herald 


Foolish Man—Mr. Spat (during the 


argument)—I tell you, woman, I’ve got 


to get some new clothes right away—and 
that goes! 
Mrs. Spatt—Suit yourself! And may 


you look so prosperous that the first night 
you venture out alone you'll be held up 


and robbed of your carfare!—Buffalo 
Express 
Gave Him an Excuse—Mrs. Town- 


ley—It said in the paper that whisky can 
be made of sawdust 

Urs. Subbubs—My husband read that, 
and I wished he hadn’t. He’s such a tem- 
perance crank he vowed he’ll never saw 
stick of Boston Tran 


another wood. 


script. 


Queer Beast—“ Man is the only ani 
mal that uses tobacco,”’ said the prohibi 
tionist who had joined the Antitobacco 
League. 

“Yes,” replied the Rounder. “And 
he is also the only animal that is always 
minding other people’s business.”— 
Knoxville Journal and Tribune. 















SALESMANS 


Capable of Improvement 
“Wanted,” says an advertisement in the 
Akron Beacon-Journal, advance 
salesman with a convalescent personal 
ity.” At first glance, this seems to be a 
typographical error of some sort. But 
as you study it, a purpose begins to 
emerge. Surely, a convalescent 
man is a salesman that gets better all the 
time. And that’s the kind that fills a 
long felt want. "Tis a fine description.” 
Cleveland Plain Dealer. 





~ an 


sales- 


The Golden Age 
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lhe older the fiddle, the sweeter the tune.” 
Saturday Journal (London). 


In These Times—‘“Experts claim 
there is a science of salesmanship and a 
psychological moment for closing a sale.”’ 

“You bet. And the psychological 
moment is when you can get the clerk to 
wait on you.”—Kansas City Journal. 

Bald Optimism—‘ That baldheaded 
man who just went out is the greatest 
optimist I ever met,” said the Druggist. 

“That so?” asked the Customer. 

“Yes,” replied the Druggist. ‘When 


I guaranteed my brand of hair restorer 
he bought a bottle and bought a comb 
and brush because he figured he’d need 
them in a few days.” 
quirer. 


Cincinnati En- 


a 
HIP THE OLD SOD 
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Right off the Bat—‘ O’Brien, Oi hov 
wan for yez. If aman is born in Lapland, 
lives in Finland an’ dies in Poland, phwat 
is he?” 


“That’s aisy. A car-r-rpse.”—Boston 
Transcript. 

Got Him Wrong—A Red Cross 
worker accosted a big, good-natured 


workman at the north end of the Market 
Street viaduct Monday morning, and a 
button changed 
hands. 

“Sign here,” said the girl. 

“My hands are soiled,”’ said the man, 
“you better sign it for me.” 

“Shall I mark it duly paid?” 

“No,” said the man, “you’ve got me 
wrong. I ain’t Dooley. Just put down 
‘Hennesy paid.’”—Youngstown Telegram. 


and credentials soon 


Pat's Alternative—An Irishman pre- 
sented himself before a Liverpool magis 
trate to seek advice. 

“Sor,” he said, “I kapes hens in my 
cellar, but th’ wather pipes is bust, an’ 
me hens is all drownded.” 

“Sorry I can’t do anything for you,” 
said the magistrate; “you had better ap- 
ply to the water company.” 


\ few days later Pat again ap- 
peared. 
“Well, what now? What did the 


water company tell you?” queried the 
magistrate. 
“They tould me, yer honor,” was the 


reply, “to kape ducks.” —7it-Bits. 


His Coupons 








»— 

















Fritz—I vos entitled to a good feed mit 
all dose coupons, yes—no?—Evening News 


(London). 




















they 


Acting—“Over in New York 
have an odd play ; it had only two actors 
in it.” 

“That’s nothing. 
without any actors at all in 


Washington Post. 


I have seen plays 
them.” 


Out of His Line—Mrs. Gushing (at a 
private view)—I suppose you are greatly 
interested in the cubists and futurists, 
Mr. Maulstick? 

Mr. Maulstick 


not an alienist. 


My dear madam, I’m 
a painter Buffalo Ex- 


pre SS. 


Facts Wasted—‘“ That wealthy ama- 
teur who got a job as an actor has an auto- 
motor-boat, an airplane and a 
And what part do you sup- 


mobile, a 
special train. 
pose they gave him?”’ 
“What?” 
“That of a 
Brooklyn Citizen. 


walking gentleman.” 


Seeking a Mascot—‘What’s in a 
naine?” 

“Nothing,” answered Mr. 
“Tf there was anything I’d put on a show 
and call it ‘The Street Car.’ Maybe it 
would play to standing room only.” 
Washington Star. 


Footlight. 
£ 
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Too Smart—Mrs. Arthur Dodge, the 
anti-suffragist, said in an eloquent New 
York address: Z 

“Women neglect the duties that be- 
long to them—the home and what not 
and they demand to undertake duties 
outside their province, such as voting 
and electioneering. 

“These women remind me of the dog 
that got into the larder. 

““*Did the dog eat much when he got 
among the fcod?’ the mistress asked. 

“ *He ate every blessed thing, ma’am,’ 
said the cook, ‘except the dog biscuit.’ ” 

Detroit Free Press. 


Cautious—“ That 
seems rather cautious.” 

“He is.” 

“Takes no chances.” 

“No; I’ve seen him approach a toy 
dog with -his tail wagging.”—Stray 
Stories. 


poodle of yours 


Kindly Consideration 





A Hunter—“Is that your dog you’ve 
got tied up in the yard, Sam?”’ 
“Yes, sah. He’s mine al’ right.” 
“But he’s got only one eye, part of a 
tail, and runs on three legs, Sam.” 
“Dat’s right, sah.” 
“What kind of a dog is it, Sam?’ 
“A huntin’ dog, sah.” 
“A hunting dog? Why, what does he 


hunt? Rabbits?” 
“No, sah. He don’ hunt no rab- 
bits.” 


, 


“Does he hunt birds, Sam?’ 
“No, sah. He don’ hunt no birds.”’ 
“What does he hunt, then, Sam?” 

“I reckon he’s huntin’ trouble mos’ 


o’ th’ time, boss.”’—Yonkers Statesman. 





In Moderation—During an addr 
to a body of law students ex-Presi 
dent Taft pointed out that too much’ 


care cannot be taken in the selection of 
the jury. In this connection he told of 
an intelligent looking farmer who had 
been examined by both 
prosecution and was about to be accepted 
when the prosecutor chanced to ask: 

“Do you believe in capital punish- 
ment?” 

The farmer hemmed and hawed and 
after a moment’s reflection replied: 

“Yes, sir, I do, if it ain’t too severe.”’ 
Pittsburgh Chronicle-Telegraph. 


defense “and 


The Careful Justice—Senator Lodge 
while visiting in a rural district dropped 
in on a boyhood friend, now a justice of 
the peace. While chatting over old times 
a couple came in to get married. The 
justice married the pair and after accept- 
ing a moderate fee, handed the bride an 
umbrella. 
ing in solemn silence, but after the couple 
had gone he asked: 

“Do you always do that, Arthur?” 

“Marry them? Oh, yes, if they have 
the license.” 

“No, I mean give the bride a present?” 

‘A present? Why, wasn’t that her 
umbrella?” 

“No,” said Lodge peevishly, “it 
mine.’’—Boston Globe. 


Lodge observed the proceed 


was 


Discrimination 





“(est towrours dans le 


fenetre 


memes qua, tiers qu 

j oe il lof  P sail 
quelques Oiliets de mille 
j 


the parades always 


bien louer mc 
“Tt isn’t fair 
my windows for a few hundred dollars.’ 


go on the same streets. 


Le Rire (Paris). 





I would like to get a chance to rent 
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T the end of “Tiger 


Rose’’ the old 


semi-tamed girl of 
the wilds: 





Shit SWHEW SHOP 


that she was a queen of 
youth and beauty. As long 


. 
priest says to the C u t e C us S 1 nN as she could convey the im- 
pression of radiant bloom, she 


could act as she blooming 


“And will you go to By Lawton Mackall pleased. 


school, go to church, stop 
wearing and learn some- 
thing of your soul’s salvation 

And the captivating Canuckess answers: “Oh, sure 
as h | I will.” 

When Fay Bainter, as almond-eyed Ming Toy in 
“East is West,” prays prettily to the “Chlistian God” 
to save her from being added to the personnel of Charlie 
Yong’s Chinatown harem, she begs that her heathen 
»ppressors be assigned to Sheol with a large H. 
~The naming of this brimstone word is, in each case, 
received by the audience with a flutter similar to that 
caused in a sewing-circle when the hostess’s angel-faced 
child lisps something improper. Those present feel 
that she really oughtn’t to say such things; that she will 
simply have to be corrected; that it is a good thing that 
she doesn’t realize the meaning of her words; and that 
she is perfectly killing. 

Youthful innocence gets away with a multitude of 
sinlets. In ‘Mis’ Nelly of N’Orleans” Mrs. Fiske, as 
the out-of-date auntie who comes back from Paris and 
outshines her niece in bewitching a man who once jilted 
her—this spirited Mis’ Nelly has some illuminating 
lines about the privileges of ingenuousness. When she 
was a girl, she says, she had a trick of cussing which was 
considered one of her most taking little ways. In those 
days she was pretty enough and magnetic enough to 
succeed as a sort of enfant terrible. But now that she is 
steeped in spinsterhood she is afraid to try her cussing 
on the people who once found it alluring: an auntie 
terrible would be quite another matter. So she keeps 
her naughty d——’s and h——’s for private 
use—except when they just will come out. 

But when, with the connivance of 
the moon, she works her trans- 
formation scene and suddenly 
appears as the young charm- 
er she used to be, her girl- 
ish heedlessness comes 
back and she cusses as 
fetchingly as ever; and 
when the man who 
once treated her badly 
now succumbs abjectly 
and begs her to forgive 
him and be his bride 
and boss—when this 
man still under her spell 
asks if she came back to 
New Orleans “for this” she 
replies, “I’m d——d if I know!” 

She did know, though, that 
she was safe in cussing at that 


Drawn by Roru C. Farrewi r ; 
particular moment, as her male I. BE, Beower co Leb fa Barsic’s “Door Browes,” gether strange to you. Your first 
. . V d 0 arriec s < I us, 


victim was under the illusion organizing the back-to-the-woods movement. 














One of the subtlest in- 

stances occurs in Barrie’s 

“What Every Woman Knows,” when the old prime 

minister is congratulating John Shand upon the wonder- 

ful improvement shown in the rewritten version of his 

speech; not guessing that the rewriting had been done 
by quiet-as-a-mouse Maggie. 

“Those delicious little touches!” he exclaims. ‘“ How 
good that is, Shand, about the flowing tide. In the first 
speech it was something like this: ‘Gentlemen, the Op- 
position are calling to you to vote for them and the flow- 
ing tide, but I solemnly warn you to beware lest the flow- 
ing tide does not engulf you.’ The second way is much 
better: ‘Gentlemen, the Opposition are calling to you 
to vote for them and the flowing tide, but I ask you 
cheerfully to vote for us and dam the flowing tide.’” 
Thus the audience learns that shy, forlorn little Maggie 
has calculatingly instigated a “dam” in Parliament. 
The effect is funnier than if she had pronounced the 
word herself. It is a flash that reveals her true char- 
acter, her sly daredeviltry carefully covered up with 
demureness. 

Any innocent but surprising impropriety on the 
part of a perfect lady is amusing. A dash of dainty pro- 
fanity comes under this head. But it must first be 
clearly established that she is a perfect lady. The viru- 
lent verbiage with which Mrs. Stevedore greets her 
husband upon his return in a state of squifulation is far 
from cute; nor is the galaxy of gutterisms with which 
Mame of the burlesque chorus beslops her conversa- 
tion particularly coy. To be piquant the cusser must 

be conscious that she is momentarily lapsing 

from ladyship. 
And so, gentle reader, if you hap- 
pen to be one of the fair sex 
and go to the theatre not 
only to study the drama 
but also to get pointers 
in the technique of fas- 
cination, take care what 
you put down in your 
mental notebook under 
the heading “‘ Charm of 
Cussing.”” Remember 
that it is fatal to give 
the impression of being 
cuss-hardened. What- 
ever be your language in 
the privacy of your boudoir 
or hall bedroom, when you cuss 
among men make them think you 
are adventuring with becoming 
timidity into a realm that is alto- 


steps will seem fascinatingly cute. 




















From “‘SomEBOoDY’s 
SWEETHEART” 


° P Pall f 


Dright 
Dits 
SP LOMA. 
New 
Plays 


Ben Hup (John Dunsmure)—Would you believe it, girls, when 
I was a boy I was taller in the morning than I was at night? 


Bessiz and HeLten—lIs it possible? Note the 
“Yes, my mother used to let me out in the morning and take camouflaged 
shoes ! 


me in at night.” 





William Kent, of 
“Somebody’s Sweet- 
heart,” making wood- 
notes wild—quite wild. 


From “Tue ME trt- 
ING OF MoLiy”’ 


From “A Litt 
Journey” 





The lines here are apparently 
awfully funny. But just when we 
ought to have been listening for 
them, our attention was attracted 
by—well, you have been at those 
girl-infested musical shows yourself. 


Pullman car pleasantries: “I never had any difficulty get- 
ting through this aisle before.” 
* Well, I can’t say that I did either.” 




















A Practical Pessimist 


Ry Pvr. Jous H 
BUCK private in the 


tinued 


Moras, U.S. M 
* chow 
SC renely 
had had their fill 


to eat 


the company 


house”’ 
after all the rest of 
After ten mu 


utes had passed the cook said disgustedly: 


* There 5 


you know 


going to be another 


on | ] 
0 CIOCK 


meal at 


con- 


hive 


“ That’s what I thought once before our house 


burnt down, 


taking any more chances.’ 


Precedents 
By Pvr. W. J. Fee, U.S. M. ¢ 


said the heavy eater. 


‘I 


ain’t 


Corporal Finnegan, who was not over 5 ft. 2 


in height, was the much 


source of 
among bis companions 
After a gr 


cussed and come to 


oup of his fellow 


a de 


useless in action, | 


men were 
** Napoleon was 


small man; Sheridan 


also was a small man; McKinley 


amusement 


was a great gene 


was 


a great general and he wa 
al anc 
a fine 


not 


dier and statesman and he was a small man; 
sure everyone of you know that I am 
tall myself.” 
Sitting Game 
By Pvr. M. E. Resseit, Tr { th Cavalry, 


MW 


non-coms had dis 
nite decision that small 


innegan remarked: 


very 


Texas 


At a cavalry post on the border recently, the 
Officer of the Day was making the rounds of the 


post. It was after challenging time. 


He x ated 


himself on the corner post of a fence and waited 


for the sentry 


rhe sentry, a recruit from the 


woods of Maine, rode slowly up and stopped only 


a few feet from the O. D 
for a few moments the officer asked: 
‘Well, what are you going to say?” 
“Durned if I know what to say,” 
the recruit, “If 
walking I’d say ‘ Halt!’” 


drawled you were 


Slumgullion 
By Sen R.A. Deneerrr, ¢ nd Prov. Regt 
1k. F., Pras 
At a certain A. E. F. camp the 


main food was the good old army 
‘slum.”” One day one of the New 


York City boys came rushing into 
barracks and seized his messkit 


“Where are you going, Sam?” 
inquired his bunkie 

‘Getting fashionable again.”’ 

‘What do you mean, getting 


fashionable 
“Oh, I’m going slumming.” 


Dr 


After waiting in silence 
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J This Week’s Best Service Joke 


The Irreducible Minimum 
ypc. Gey M. Vincent, A. E. F., France 
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One on the Bugler 
By B. G. Cuaries, S¢ ir Ck ton F 1, Texas 


Halt! 


Challenged On 


Who’s there? 
Bugl r of the post. 


Sentry 


Sentry—Stand where you are, you son-of-a-gun 


Chere will be no reveille in the morning! 


Weight Gone 


By E. J.D. Gross, U. SN 


Seema, 1. S. N 


Gob—Do you notice the old ship has a star- 
board list this morning? 
Why shouldn’t she have? 
the port watch ashore? 


Another Gob Isn’t 


Military Courtesy 


By Cornpr. W. N. Jones, U. S. M. C., Quantico, Va 


Drill Sergeant (decidedly peeved)—Look here, 


vou; whenever you address me you want to say, 
“Yes, sir,” or “No, sir.” Can that “ Nope” and 
“Yep.” We don’t rate salutes, but we do rate 
respect. Y’get me? 

One-day-old Boot—Yep, I gotcha. 
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Discharged 
By Howarp Dierz, Ez-God 
MISS the uniform I wore 
When I was in the U. S. N. 
I miss the watches, drills, and more 
I miss the Navy men. 


I miss the too-familiar phrase 

“Pipe down, you’re in the Navy nov 
I miss the ensign’s haughty ways, 

I even miss the chow. 


I miss “ police,” the komfort kit, 


The C. P. O., the bugle’s call, 
rhe “bright work ’’——and I must admit 
I’m glad I miss ’em all. 
Not on Her Mind 
By Eowarp C. Lurzer, } U.S. N 
Jack (to his sweetheart)—Suppose we get 
married, dear? 
Sweetheart (sadly)—But who would have 
Jack? 
Peaches First 
By Pvt. Eowarp Ecxiunp, Co. B, joth Eng., A. E. F., Fr 


Two boys on their way to the front purchased 
a can of peaches between them. As they near 
the lines several shells whistled over them cover 
ing them with dirt and small stones. 

“Pretty close, what?” 

“Too darn close. We’d better eat those peaches 


asked one. 
now because we’re liable to be bumped off any 
minute.” 


The Suspect 


The O. D. had given instructions for sentinels 
to challenge all persons after ten o’clock, but to 


vr 





* 
i 

) 
f 


challenge any suspicious characters § 


before that hour. About 7.30 in the 
evening a sentinel saw a man in uni 
form enter a shed in which automo 
biles were kept, and a few minutes 
later come out and start away with 
a hurried step. He was new on the 
““Who’s there?” he called. 

“The Colonel,’ came the reply. 

“ Advance and be recognized.” 

“Who in the devil ever told you 
to challenge at this time of the 
night?”’ the Colonel asked. 

“The corporal of the guard.”’ 

“Do you mean to tell me that 
he told you to challenge everyone?” 

“No, sir; but he said to challenge 
all suspicious characters.”’ 


job and was taking no chances, so J 
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_ Wintry Years 
By Watt Mason 


” MAN’S no older than he 
feels,” in cheerful tones the 
old sport spiels, and then he 
says he feels as grand as any 

springald in the land. 

Myself, I often talk that way; I trot 
around from day to day, and try to show 
a sprightly step, and prove that I am full 
of pep. “Judge not a man,” I often cry, 
‘by snowy hair or bleary eye; for one 
may show the signs of years, and be as 
husky as three steers. 

‘““My back is bent,” I say, “by chee; I 
have bone spavins two or three; but not 
a bit of diff that makes, for I can whip 
my weight in snakes. I’m just as smooth, 
as much alive, as when my age was twenty- 
five; I eat my three square meals a day, 
and slumber sound when in the hay, and 
! am strong in wind and limb, and full 
of forty kinds of vim.” 

I talk so well I sometimes feel almost 
persuaded by my spiel. But when I’ve 
left the city street and homeward tooled 
my aching feet, I sink down in the near- 
est chair, and shed a sigh of deep despair. 
We may put up a cheerful bluff and spring 
a line of sunshine stuff, but weary age, 
alackaday, is something we can’t talk 
away. 

We may exhibit nerve sublime, but we 
ean’t fool old Father Time. He’s grin- 
ning in the inglenook; he’s waiting there 
to use the hook. 

I lay aside my china eye, and heave 
the saddest sort of sigh; and from their 
cavern underneath I then produce my 
hand-made teeth; I take my dark wig 
from my head, and other marks of age 
I shed; my wooden leg I then disjoint, 
and ringboned foot with salve anoint. 
When I’vé removed all store-made parts, 
I am a sight to break your hearts; a poor 
old relic of the past worn down to skin 
and bones at last. 

When I’m remote from human gaze, 
afar from all the grinning jays, I try to 
fool myself no more; I view my pieces 
on the floor, and say, “I wonder why in 
heck man won’t admit he is a wreck?” 

He won’t! He won’t! And that is why 
he does not like the dumb beast die; while 
he has breath he does his stunt and shows 
a brave undaunted front; he’ll face the 
world with gaudy grin, and won’t admit 
that he’s all in. 

So when the morning comes again, I 
go to face my fellow men, my whiskers 
dyed, my wig in place, my false teeth 
bulging out my face, and as I go I cry, 
““Gadzooks! Man is no older than he 


looks!”’ 


Too Much Haste 
By Tennyson J. Dart 
Events march on so rapidly 
That now and then one squeals, 
“Confound it, you event back there, 
You’re tromping on my heels!” 
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The universal endorsement, given the GEM Razor by the 
hundreds of thousands of its users throughout the world, for 
over 25 years, has been its best salesman—men who have 
had actual experience, who have given the GEM the sever- 
est tests, are first to recommend it—millions now in use. 


The separate 


All beards look alike toa GEM 
or" uit ere Blade no pulling,no scraping, 


shown in illustra- 
tion both inside 


ind utile of 220 Skipping, but a clean, smooth 
shave -and it's the same story 


blade after blade. 


nl GE M_ Includes frame, shaving and strop- 
gs s 00 Outfit ping handles and seven Germ 
——) = Complete Blades in handsome case as 
soa— P illustrated, or in Khaki case for 


traveling. 


Add 50 cents to above price for Canada 


Gem Cutlery Company, Inc., New York 


Canadian Branch, 591 St. Catherine St., W., Montreal 
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THEATRE, Bway. 434 St Bryant 302. 


7E ’ 
. M. COHAN Eves. 8.20. Mats fed. and Sat. 2.20. 


THE CUTE LITTLE PLAY 
THAT TURNS "EM AWAY 


“A Prince There Was” 


Geo. M. Cohan’s Greatest Success 











COHAN & HARRIS $ Weise FSE'28 
COHAN & HARRIS PRESENT 


The ROYAL VAGABOND 
A COHANIZED OPERA COMIQUE 
LONGACRE sintinces Weatesday & Saturday at 220 


COHAN & HARRIS present 


THREE FACES EAST 


The Most Fascinating Mystery Play Ever Written. 
Direct from Six Months’ Run at Cohan & Harris Theatre. 
Theatre, West 42nd Street. Eves. at 8:30 


ELTINGE Matinees Wednesday & Saturday 2:30 


A. H. WOODS presents 


UP IN MABEL’S ROOM 
With HAZEL DAWN, JOHN CUMBERLAND, Others 
REPUBLIC (1 Nii Wer « su at 250 


ARTHUR HOPKINS PRESENTS 


MARJORIE RAMBEAU 


(By Arrangement with A. NH. Woods) 


in THE FORTUNE TELLER 





220 











CHARLES DILLINGHAM PRESENTS 


VERYTHING 


HIPPODROME 


STAGED BY R. H. BURNSIDE M 
h of ‘Everything’ for 10 musical comedies.””— N.Y. S 
Matiness Dally 2:15 Evenings at 8;15 


AT 
THE 





Evenings 8:30 


BOOTH “325325650 22075, BPs 
The Woman in Room 13 
WINTER GARDEN "3.328, 35°" 
Monte Cristo, Jr. == 





Matinees 





ASTOR fairy wens Euane ft 
EAST IS WEST Sainrer 





CASIN Broadway and 39th Street Fvenings 8: 15. 
Matinees Wednesday and Saturday 2:15 
MERRY vo, 
musica, SOME TIME 
ROMANCE w Y 4 ‘'N 








Broadway and Thereabouts 


Jottings of a Theatre-Fan Anent 
the Shows in New York 








_ By L. M. 

0 ee Sn 

Betrer ‘Ote, THe—Cort. The doings, 

sayings and singings of the muddy 
musketeers. 


THoe—Litlle. 
M. 


BURGOMASTER OF BELGIUM, 
By the drama-master of Belgium, 
Maeterlinck. 

Dappies—Lyceum. 
of bachelors. 

Dear Brutus 


Sweet subjugation 


Empire. Barrie gives 
them a taste of what they missed. 
East 1s West—Astor. Discovered in the 

spouse-boat on the Yang-tse. 
EvEeRYTHING—Hippodrome. The masque 
of muchness (not by Percy Mackaye.) 


Forever Arrer—Playhouse. Love as 
a pulmotor. 

FRIENDLY ENnemies—Hudson. Caught 
in the great word conflict. 

Goop Morninc, Jupce!—Shubert. Un- 
der the sheltering table for two. 

Honor oF THE Famity, THe—Globe. Otis 
Skinner stalks through the pages of 
Balzac. 

InvisinLE For, Tue—Harris. That 


dreaded interview with his prospective 
father-in-law, now a ghost. 

Keep it TO YourseELF—39th Street. The 
communicating door that leads to com- 
plications. 

Ligutnin’—Gatety. Land sharks’ 
ity vs. Lightnin’ Bill’s inertia. 
Listen, Lester!—Knickerbocker. Old 
jokes made young by girls and music. 
LitrLe Journey, A- Vanderbilt. From 
the soulless city to the noble wilds. 
MIARRIAGE DE Ficaro, Le—Vteux Colom- 


activ- 


bier. Wife and sweetheart mixed up 
in French. 

Mettinc or Mo.iy, Tue—Broadhurst. 
Physique culture. 

Mipnicut Wuirt—Century Grove. In- 
terday excitement. 

Mis’ Netty or N’OrtEANs—Henry Mil- 
ler. ‘There’s life in the old maid yet. 

Moutere—Liberty. New Moellerdrama. 

Monte Cristo, Jr.—Winter Garden. 
Presentation of the beauties of liter- 
ature. 

Net, TuHe—g8th Street. Melodramatic 


results of mislaying his memory. 

Ou, My Dear!—Princess. Aviator Sant- 
ley catches heart trouble in a musical 
comedy sanatorium. 


Opera Comiqgue—Park. A “Bohemian 
Girl” who never saw Washington 
Square, and other quaint curios. 


Piease Get Marriep—Fulton. Honey- 
mooners hazed by circumstances. 

Penny Wise—Belmont.  Farcically-laid 
scheme for utilizing a Lancashire loafer’s 
life insurance by celebrating his ficti- 
tious demise. 

Prince THere Was, A—Cohen. George 
M. shakes off his gloom and his Sherlock 


| 











ROMEIKE’S 


JUDGE 


Holmes dressing gown and becomes 
democratic. 

RepempTtion—Plymouth. John Barry- 
more finds Ais gloom so effective that 
he lays it on thicker and thicker. 

Roya. VaGaBonb, THEe—Cohan & Harris 
Comic opera made comic. 

SinBpap—44th Street. Al’s countenance, 
though dark, is not despondent. 

SOMEBODY’s SWEETHEART—Central. Wil- 
liam Kent saves the bridegroom from 
being kidnapped by a gipsy girl. 

Some Time—Casino. Her lover goes far, 
far away, but Ed Wynn tactfully com- 
forts her with puns. 

TEA FoR THrREE—Maxine Elliot. Hubby 
thinks his cup runneth over, till he sees 
grounds for suspicion. 


Turee Faces East—Longacre. A fair 
sleuthess serves two masters putting 
something over on one of them. 

Turee Wise Foots—Criterion. Sweet 


ingocence in a den of celibacy. 


Ticer! Ticer!—Belasco. Caste as a kill- 
joy. 

Tosy’s Bow—Comedy. A Southern 
beauty and her star boarder. 

TumBLeE Inn—Selwyn. “Seven Days” 


fitted up with music. 

Unknown Purpie, Toe—Lyric. Rich- 
ard Bennett’s little way of making his 
victim gibber. 

Up ix Maseu’s Room—Eltinge. John 
Cumberland seeks a certain female gar- 
ment as though it were the Blue 


Bird. 

Vetvet Lapy, THe— New Amsterdam. 
Except for the Victor Herbert 
tunes, the whole weight of the show 


falls upon Georgia O’Ramey’s broad 
clowning. 

Woman 1n Room 13, Toe—Booth. Where 
was Janet Beecher when the gun went 
bang? 

ZIEGFELD Frotic—Cocoanut Grove. Sleep- 
scorning eyes adequately rewarded. 


The Last of the Barons 


ITTLE Mary’s school teacher was 
fond of telling the children all about 
the world war and its consequences. 

That morning her father had held forth 
at the breakfast table concerning the 
Postmaster-General’s propensities for 
seizing telegraph and cable lines, and fix- 
ing telephone rates within the States re- 
gardless of such trifles as Public Service 
Commissions. 

So when Mary came home from school, 
she exclaimed: 

“Oh, Mother, do you know, now the 
Czar is gone—and the Kaiser—there isn’t 
a single, solitary ruler anywhere in the 
world who does just what he pleases— 
except Mr. Burleson.” 











PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU 

We will send you all newspaper 

clippings which may appear about you, your frie nds, or any st ib- 

ject on which you may want to be “up-to-date.” Every news- 

paper and peric dical of importance in the United States and 
rope 1s searched erms $6.00 per 100 notices. 


HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 
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Irrepressible, Joyous, Irresponsible : 
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He fell for her right at the start.”—Widow. 


Heard Over the Sorority Telephone 

“Delta Alpha Chi House?” 

Ne 

“Who is this talking, please?” 

“This is the head of the house.” 

“So? This is Mrs. Henpeck acrpss the 
street. I was wondering if it would be too 
much trouble for you to pull your upstairs 
My husband is staying home 


Good-bye.” 


shades down. 
this evening 
Ting-a-ling-a-ling.—Gargoyle. 


Summer Memories 
Waikiki Stuff——Tell me, Archie, how are you 
and your mother getting on with the servant 
problem this summer? 
Archie—Swimmingly, Maud, swimmingly 
we have two Finns.—Purple Cow. 


Positively 
Hortense—Always thought Gook was taking 
Mechanics? 

Percival—Nope, Liberal Education. 

Hort—Think he’ll make a successful teacher? 

Peri —Positively, if he made you think. 
Froth. 











Rich Cuban Cigars 30° 


French's Superb Cuban Special. Both filler and wrapper are Cuban grown 
tobacco—thoroughly seasoned leaf. Short leaf filler; strictly hand-made, 
4% in. long. Rich, mild and exquisite tropic flavor. Five 

gars in Spanish cedar box by parce! post prepaid, direct to you for only 
Oc silver or stamps. This limited introductory offer, at less than cost, 
is to get you acquainted with this delightful cigar Send 3c today. 


FRENCH TOBACCO CO., Dept. A, Statesville, N.C. 
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“THE SMART STYLES ARE THE LEAOERS 





IN THE FASHION CENTERS OF AMERICA” 
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AT SEVEN ies 

YEARS OF 

Age 


| 





$4.00 $4.50 $500 $600 $700 % $8.00 
IF you have been paying $10.00 to $12.00 for fine shoes, a 

trial will convince you that for style, comfort and service 
W. L. Douglas $7.00 and $8.00 shoes are equally as good and 
will give excellent satisfaction. The actual value is determined 
and the retail price fixed at the factory before W. L. Douglas 
name and the retail price is stamped on the bottom. The stamped 
price is W. L. Douglas personal guarantee that the shoes are 
always worth the price paid for them. The retail prices are 


thesame everywhere. Theycost no more in San Francisco than they do in New York. 
Stamping the price on every pair of shoes as a protection against high prices and 
unreasonable profits is only one example of the constant endeavor of W. L. Douglas 

The quality of W. L. Douglas product is guaranteed by 

e smart styles are the 

They are made in a well-equipped 


to protect his customers. 
more than 40 years experience in making fine shoes. 
leaders in the fashion centers of America. 
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/*$5.00°} : 
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SHot’ | 2 Wy 
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BI SHOES “\ : 
0) } Best in theWorld ’ 
$3 33.5054 


factory at Brockton, Mass., by the highest paid, skilled shoemakers under the a. 
direction and supervision of experienced men, all working with an honest deter- 
mination to make the best shoes for the price that money can buy. 


CAUTION—Before you buy be sure W. L. Douglas name and the 
retail price is stamped on the bottom and the inside top facing. If 
the stamped price has been mutilated, BEWARE OF FRAUD. 


For sale by 106 W.L.Douglas stores and over 9000 W. L. Douglas dealers, 
or can be ordered direct from factory by mail, Parcel Post charges pre- 
Hit i 


paid. 











President W. L. Douglas 
Shoe Co., 145 Spark St., 


Brockton, Mass. 

















Spy Play | Two Is a Pair 
( -2 aS “Twins at your house, eh? I'll bet they are 
mali! A Sp pretty boisterous.” P 
A > = | Kg: “Partly so. One of them is girlsterous.”’ tis 
LF ; o> A Awgwan. 4 
f 1 xy adil | ay ih 
{ 4. ay ee . \ YY The Difference f 
F ul J ' \ iy “What is the difference between a hobo who f 
/ = ————_ -. has just been kicked off a train and an an 4 if 
| ss Se archist ? ae by 
= \ i Ds = “Well, spring it. I 
| \ \ | P “Why, one lands against the rail and the hi 
WA WY } \ A iN other rails against the land.”—Widow. 
“CO Eo yp ‘ 
Three Faces East.”—Re 


Estimated 
“Was she shy when you asked her her age ? 
“Yes, I imagine about ten years.’”’—Buwrr. 


Cortes AGARS | | 


“MADE AT KEY WEST | 























Your Satin 
Slippers— 


Delicately - colored 
silk and satin slip- 
pers can be kept 
fresh and like new 
with 


Cleaning Fluid 


It cannot possibly 
injure the color or 
fabric. 


Cannot 
Burn or 


Explode 


1Sce—25c—50c 
bottles 


At all druggists 


Carbona Products Co. 
302 W. 26th St.. N.Y 








Sabbatical Somnolence 
By W. E. Nesom 


N Sunday morn when church-bells 
peal, 
I shift in bed a bit; 
I'd really like to go, I feel, 
But I’m not up to it. 


Though kith and kin my sloth assail 
With precept and persuasion, 

It happens somehow that I fail 
To rise to the occasion. 


Our pastor’s fervor has, they claim, 
A rousing quality; 

Which may be true; but, all the same, 
It never rouses me. 


How strange it is that I should see 
My duty clear on Monday, 

Or other weekdays, yet not be 
Awake to it on Sunday! 


How strange that, knowing right from 
wrong, 
I yet should find delight 
In yielding to temptation strong, 
And sleeping on my right! 


But while my church attendance may 
Present a sorry showing, 

They lie, those pharisees who say 
I never dream of going. 


The War Department Can’t 
Properly Demobilize Troops 
Without the Aid of “Judge” 


WasuincTon, February 21, 1919. 


WAR DEPARTMENT 
COMMISSION“ON TRAINING CAMP ACTIVITIES 
WASHINGTON 


FePlTor of Judge: The attention of 

* the War Department has been called 
to the fact that your magazine is not 
reaching the American Expeditionary 
Forces in sufficient quantities at this 
time when magazines are needed more 
than ever. This fact is due largely to the 
omission of the Burleson notice on the 
cover, with the result that post-offices 
throughout the country no longer accept 
magazines mailed with a one-cent stamp. 

The War Department Commission on 
Training Camp Activities wishes to urge 
that you restore the Burleson notice to 
your cover and leave it there until the 
demobilization of our Army has been ac- 
complished. There is at present a greater 
need than ever for all factors which con- 
tribute to keeping up the morale of our 
men in the service. The demobilization 
period is conducive to restlessness and 
general lack of esprit de corps, and now as 
never before there exists the need for the sort 
of thing which the Burleson notice helped 
to accomplish while the fighting lasted. 
Harold A. Zillmann, Capt. Inf. U. S. A., 

Liaison Officer, 

Commission on Training Camp Activities. 


TABLETS 


Grippe 





Head 
Headaches 
Neuralgias 
| Spanish Influenza 
Women’s Aches and Ills 
Rheumatic and Sciatic Pains 
| Ask Your Druggist for A-K Tablets 


| (If be cannot supply you, write us) 


Small Size Dozen Size 
1 O Cc Fac-Simile ~ OC 








See Monogram K on the Genuine 
The Antikamaia Remedy Company, St. Louis, Mo. 
Write for Free Samples 





FILE 
your copies of JUDGE and you 


will have a volume of the world’s 
best humor. 

Here is a serviceable binder, made 
of silk-finished cloth, with JUDGE 


= nea A | stamped in gold on the cover. 
-— " $1.50 brings the binder to you. 
LESLIE-JUDGE CO. 225 Sth Ave., N. Y. City 























Rumpus Ridge Folks 
By Tom P. Morcan 


“Tt seems to me that your baby cries more 
than infants usually do,” commented the 
Presiding Elder. 

“Eh-yah!” replied Gap Johnson. “ ’Pears 
like the little cuss enjoys looking on the dark 
side of things more than ary other kid we ever 
had.” 


Excellent Advice 


| 

“There is nothing on the bill of fare that I 

| care for this morning,” grumbled a hypercrit- 

ical customer in the rapid fire restaurant. 
“Well, pick out whatever you don’t like the 

least, and let ’er go at that,” briskly returned 

Heloise, the waitress. “ What’s your’n?” 





Siete of Pe 
HEART’S CONTENT 


in full colors, just as it appears on the front 
cover of this issue, are ready for immediate 
distribution. 

Mounted on heavy double mats, they are all 
ready for framing. 

Send twenty-five cents, cash or stamps, and 
we will forward a copy postage prepaid. 

JUDGE ART PRINT DEPARTMENT 

225 Fifth Avenue New York City 
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March 29, 1919 
A Procrastinator 


Y boy, Runt, is gener’ly about 

as far behind as a dog’s tail,” 
admitted Gap Johnson, of Rum- 

Ridge, Ark. “If he arrives at all it 
the last load, as the saying goes. 

He grows only about half as fast as any 
the other children. The "em 
the measles and got well enough to 
and after they had 1ated into 


rest of 


gradi 
a-measling 


mumps yur Runt comes 
g, and didn’t begin mumping till 
a spell after the rest of em were all 
He cried this morning b’cuz 
Greedy hit him on the head with a neck- 


yesterday. If he'd bust his galluses 


| n’t believe his britches would fetch 
e till half a day later. When all the 
of the children had the influenza, 


n by Russ Westover 


You Saw Ir 
ae = a has the world been treating you, Miss 
T Ile? 
“Ch. I can’t kick.” 

















Don’t Wear 


a Truss 


Brooks’ Appliance, the modern 
cientific invention, the wonderful 
ew discovery that relieves rup- 

ture, will be sent on trial. No ob- 
xiOus springs or pads. 





MR. C. E. BROOKS 


Brooks’ Rupture Appliance 
Has automatic Air Cushions. Binds and draws the 
broken parts together as you would a broken limb. No 
alves. No lies. Durable, cheap. Sent on trial to prove 
it. Protected by U. S. patents. Catalog and measure 
blanks mailed free. Send name and address today. 
409 State St., Marshall, Mich. 








No matter tt gives the woanins” 
there is always another check 
each man must settle himself 
—the check Nature presents for 
over-eating—lack of exercise— 
lack of care in diet or habits. 


Often you do not realize that Nature 
is marking up that check against 
you. You are only a “little out of 
sorts.” So you try to force your 
bowels to move with a pill, or some 
salts, a glass of mineral water, or 
perhaps some castor oil. Not only 
will the constipation grow worse 
with the continuance of such reme- 
dies, but the dose must be con- 
stantly increased with an _ ever- 
weakening effect. You will pay 


that check. 


You needn't. Nujol will keep your 


Nujol Laboratories, Standard Oil Co. (New Jersey), Room | 16-L, 50 Broadway, 
Thirty Feet of Danger.” 


Please send me free booklet * 


New York. 


Name 


Address 


Who Pays the Check? 


W arning: 





bowels clean easily, thoroughly, 
and at regular intervals, and with 
a beneficial, soothing action upon 
your intestinal tract. It cleanses so 
naturally that internal cleanliness be- 
attainable virtue. 
you can be sure 


comes a readily 
Take Nujol, and 
that your system is getting rid of 
the food waste that otherwise 
would lodge in your system, breed- 
ing poisons to undermine your 
vitality. 


Get a bottle of Nujol from your drug- 
gist today, and write for free book- 
let, “Thirty Feet of Danger” 

Nujol is sold only in sealed bottles 
bearing the Nujol Trade Mark. All 


druggists in U. S. and Canada. Insist on Nujol. 
You may su ffer from substitutes. 


Nujol Laboratories 


STANDARD OIL CO. (NEW JERSEY) 
50 Broadway, New York 











Brooks Appliance Co., 





Runt didn’t show a symptom of it until 
they had all got well. And then a couple 
of months later when they took the itch 
he began to sneeze. The balance of the 
children take after me or their Maw, but 
if Runt takes after anybody at all it’s a 
turtle.” 
But Consider His Opportunities 

The Rev. Dr. Thirdley—Robert, this is your 
new mother. 

Six-year-old Robert—Is that 
could do, father? 

The Rash Kick-Off 

The fatal Prussian goose step was in start- 

ing the war. 


the best you 


The Price of Ambition 
Mrs. Willis 
this morning 
Mr. Willis—What is the cause? 
Mrs. Willis—I think she got it from trying 
to use her eve and her ear at my key-hole at 
the same time 


-The maid has a sprained neck 




















Clear Your Skin 
Save Your Hair 


GIRLS = 


With Guticura 
























Rest Assured 


Fau 


SINCE 188! 
Pajamas and 
Night Shirts 


mean the originality of 
everything in the mate- 
rial, style and manufacture 
that is worthy, ata price which 
gives maximum value to the wearer. 
Over 10,000 dealers recommend— 

The NIGHTwear of a Nation!” 
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USE THIS CHEST FREE 


| The Best 
of all Gifts 


from 





teimsiraied fa : wip i iree 
Piedmont Red Cedar (hest Co., Dept. 37, Statesville, N.C. 








Direct 


Factory 
to Home 
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BURLINGTON HOTEL 


431 ROOMS, 178 BATHS 


WASHINGTON, D. C. 


EUROPEAN AND AMERICAN PLANS 


$2.50 and Up Per Day, With Private Bath 
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The Suffering Audience 


By Texnyson J]. Dat 
The gifted Hon. talked long and loud 
sat in torment near him 
would,”” we sighed, that he could hear 
ell ; others hear him! 
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Red Inklings 
By Lieut. Isaac P. Dav 
If anyone believes the American Beef Trust 
made the most money last year, let him wait 
for a report from the Wine Association of 
France. In the meantime apply to any A. E. I 


soldier for advance information 
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Life at its maddest emotions that baffle description experiences that run the gamut of every folly and crime 


siaeree pictures with a candor and art that defy imitation. 

Nothing escapes him. His stories are full of life. ‘There is action in every line. He never pauses to argue or moralize. 
In Maupassant’ s hands, Events serve more powerfully that to exalt virtue and condemn vice. 

Every Maupassant story is a fresl irprise. ‘There always the fascination of unexpected situations. 

A F AL. SE AL reg t is a Short stor n Na ipa sant’s most characteristic vein one of hundreds where, in his inimitable 
way, he shows up the olies of hot | l¢ l youth. Vo nade? hey ras consternation and dismay in the little apariment 
that she was nearly prostrate with terror! For what sir ent of the direst tragedy cas there lacking in the situat for her? 
But Maupassant, defying all rules and precedents, as he does conventions, tells it just as it happened, and fr rat any thr 
you'll enjoy a hearty laugh when you read this story, which is literally translated, as are all his other marvelous stories, 


novels, and novelettes in this superb /’erdun Edition of 


THE COMPLETE WORKS OF GUY de MAUPASSANT 


% 
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om gape Lif: tated 


A FALSE ALARM 
NOW READY 


Greatest of Story Writers GIVEN TO PROMPT SUBSCRIBERS aaa 
Moura is tous ll tied PAULDEKOCK’S MERRY TaLes The Verdun Edition 


COMPLETE ~UNEXPURGATED 


lands as = supreme master of the fy 

short story. He was the most exact now thi riter of rid eneonk: sith 17 Volumes Rich Cloth Binding Gold Tops 

transcribe r of life in literature. ries O bour vomen ol ever Each Volume 8', x 5') inches. Big, Clear 12 Point E 
eo 1 the | r 1 cor mn Type on Pure White Antique Paper 


In comparison with his novels and cn tae He KOE “athe . oo 
: ind te But DE KOCK But to th \taahowat The Best Translated, Bound, Printed, and 






11 | . ] . 
tories, all others appear artificial and toriesareas true with Maup : sa2 
Hees | a lanlinn f biect . r : ; » the life of | +} a Illustrated of all English Editions 
1aDo!l 1 Ss 10 TSUudD tsisaiwavs 

ittle pp s limited 
redeemed by an exquisite irony and art. the Par nd no more A Marvelous Offer 
these are .* as . gar 
Ihe passions lust and cupidit\ wt : Therefore by which 5 2 oe - it Maupa t 
ss ee . t tories of M MAILCOUPON wrote — 17 ndid veo egular $2.<0 
which s ir most men anc women to ' — volum He le and Paul de Koc k—8 De Luxe 
action did not stay \laupassant’s im- volumes bound in 4 — or the equivalent of 25 b 
I artial han 1 sO long as this Teak Sj le ot volumes, c ont; 4ining over 7,500 pages, pri ted 1 
humanity existed. But pitiless as is hi ‘ \ t irgest and ' a devia see seq : . ' 

- : : - , paper you n hardly duplica day at any price 
irl, at times he surprises us with a im THINK OF IT! So many Maupassant stores t 
touch of te — pathos i in which we rec- — \ oy ad aves complete Mau passant novel for quite « 
yrnize the \ ) heart of a fellow maz 5 w ds nth in the year! And besides—2,000 park oa 

¥ _# ~ f Pai | de Kock— ind all for $25.« 00 (regular value $5 
\ ¢ f ] vided « are prompt 
. . a a . 
5,500 Pages That Will Hold You wwf 1 Fi _ aa SEND $1.00 AND couron NOW 
. f n € we, $25.06 
Chained by the Hour ~ fy Vv | Pa ann s ee aadiee Gat eae Ge Gee 
. } k } € j E 


All of Maupassant’s Stories, Novels, Novelettes, “£ ey ee 
Poems, Dramas. Entertainment for a Thousand MONEY BACK IF NOT SATISFIED — 








and One Nights. Love and Life in Strange Lands c J-3-29-19 
- a 7 ™ “ , TNE N o., sd 
Paris, the Orient, The African Hinterland. Stories | - te Suns i RB r10 York Cit 
of War, Crime, Mystery and Horror. 8 Del ' | TLenclose $1.00 first payment on the 17-volume set of Mau- 
De Luxe | sant and the 4 ume set of Parl de Kock If as repre- 
Volumes ented | will remit $2.00 a month for 12 months after their 
in 4 é : | peceipt. Otherwise | will within 5 days ask for instructions 
7 } ’ } ir e-eds | for returning ther t r expense, my $1.00 to be refunded 
| Vau contat ustr h 84 x6 y 
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“What! going motoring in white flannels? Su 
“No danger, old chap—Kelly-Springfield Cord ires 


you have a blow-ou 














